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The growth of Roger Casement's religious convic-
tions in the isolation of prison life could be surprising
to no one who understood the character and ideals
that had been his through years of active work. If
it be a fact, as he said, that true religion rests on love,
it is easy to see how the long years of selfless devotion
and affectionate friendships had brought him into
harmony with the unseen purposes of the universe,
and very near to the Divine meaning of human life.
' I can only accept in my soul from love/ he said, and
indeed, to one who had such a great heart and such a
universal love for the brother whom he had seen,
it could have been no great step to that other
mysterious love. In religious matters, as in all things,
he was very honest with himself, would not let himself
be hurried by emotion into taking any step without
the consent of his mind as well as his heart.
And then [he wrote] I don't want to jump or rush—or do
anything hastily—just because time is short. It must be
my deliberate act, unwavering and confirmed by all my
intelligence. And alas ! to-day it is not so. It is still, I
find, only my heart that prompts, from love, from affection
for others, from association of ideas and ideals, and not yet
my full intellect. For if it were thus the doubts could not
beset me as vigorously as they do. I am not on a rock but
on a bed of thorns. . . . You must continue to help me as
you have done in the way you wot of, and in the way you
say so many more are doing.
His was no facile deathbed conversion, prompted
by fear or sentiment, but a gradual adjustment of
the whole mind and soul into relation with the unseen,
an adjustment that began with pain and struggle and
uncertainty, and ended in the peace of a personality in
harmony with itself and with God, exalted above fear,
trouble or bitterness.
We cannot know much of the working of his inner

